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remarks about men that tout-Paris considers the cleverest. It does not matter so much with me, I know you, but then people laugh at you behind your back, and that is not nice for me. The marquise was here the other day, and she said she almost wished you would not come on her 'days/ so extraordinary were the remarks you made. And by the way, the marquise has written a book. I have not seen it, but I hear that it is really too decollete. She is une femme d?esprit, but the way she affiehe's herself is too much for any one. She never goes anywhere now without
le petit D------.   It is a great pity.
"And now, my dear friend, write me a nice letter, and tell me when you are coming back to Paris. I am sure you cannot amuse yourself in that hateful London; the nicest thing about you was that you were really ires Parisien. Come back and take a nice apartment on the Champs Elysees. You might come back for the Duchesse's ball. I will get an invitation for you, and will keep the cotillion for you. The idea of running away as you did, and never telling any one where you were going to. I always said you were a little cracked. And letting all your things be sold! If you had only told me! I should like so much to have had that Turkish lamp. Yon
How like her that letter is,—egotistical, vain, foolish ; no, not foolish—narrow, limited, but not foolish; worldly, oh, how worldly! and yet not repulsively so, for there always was in her a certain intensity of feeling that saved her from the commonplace, andy something stupid. I wish you would not make foolisherstand;" also thy settings of                                j
